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Chicago Poems 

Thrown over and through with a smile that forever wishes 
and wishes, purple, silent, fled from all the iron things 
of life, evaded like a sought bandit, gone into dreams, 
by God. 

I wonder, Momus, 

Whether shadows of the dead sit somewhere and look 

with deep laughter 
On men who play in terrible earnest the old, known, 

solemn repetitions of history. 
A droning monotone soft as sea laughter hovers from your 

kindliness of bronze, 
You give me the human ease of a mountain peak, purple, 

silent; 
Granite shoulders heaving above the earth curves, 
Careless eye-witness of the spawning tides of men and 

women 
Swarming always in a drift of millions to the dust of toil, 

the salt of tears, 
And blood drops of undiminishing war. 

THE ROAD AND THE END 

I shall foot it 

Down the roadway in the dusk, 
Where shapes of hunger wander 
And the fugitives of pain go by. 

[1971 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I shall foot it 

In the silence of the morning, 
See the night slur into dawn, 
Hear the slow great winds arise 
Where tall trees flank the way 
And shoulder toward the sky. 

The broken boulders by the road 

Shall not commemorate my ruin. 

Regret shall be the gravel under foot. 

I shall watch for 

Slim birds swift of wing 

That go where wind and ranks of thunder 

Drive the wild processionals of rain. 

The dust of the travelled road 
Shall touch my hands and face. 

Carl Sandburg 
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